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*Chapter 1*: Enter: Stage Left 
Disclaimer: Kingdom Hearts and characters copyright Square Enix and such people. Not me. 
A/N: 


There is a Polish movie called Hiena (2006). | have no idea whether or not it has been subtitled in English (maybe?) but | 
highly recommend it. 


This fic has been worked around some of the ideas of that film. Some things are the same, some things have been 
twisted around, some have been added, and some have been taken away. 


You really don't need to have watched the movie to read this fic, trust me. You don't. | still recommend it, if you can find it. 


Also, this fic is being written in a very (for me) experimental style. Please let me know what you think of it. The prologue is 
written one way, but the main story is being written in a way that for some strange reason (really, it gives me a headache) 
makes me really happy. I'm having fun. | hope you do too. 


Prologue is short but chapter one is getting uploaded right after, so yeah. Hope to have a new chapter up very soon. 


It's been a while since I've ventured back into the world of KH fics. I'm hoping that someone at least will find this one 
interesting. 


It is an AU fic, and it has certain members of the cast appearing. It will be weird and strange and not, er, nice...? | hope 
that it will be entertaining and attention catching. 


We really need a psychological genre option. We really do. 


Hey there, do me a favor and read the second chap while you're here? | know this one is really short, but it'll 
be getting more interesting. | promise. Go for it! 


Review please! Reviews make the world go round! 


Title: Hiena 

Author: Zoshi the Confused 

Rating: Ranging, mostly PG-PG13 

Category: Kingdom Hearts 

Genre: Psychological/Horror 

May contain: Violence, Adult Situations, Swearing 


Prologue 


The woods... there's strange things in the Biatowieza Forest. Weird things, in the shadows and among the b ushes. Wrong 
things. 


There's a moan on the wind, a low keening wail ending in high-pitched staccato laughter. 
They say there's a killer in the woods, a murderer. It's a he, or it's a she, it's an it. 
It eats children, they say, but really it eats anything. Children, men, women, dogs. Sheep sometimes. 


They say it's a hunter gone crazy. They say it's a wolf-man. They say it's a vampire, or a deranged ice cream man. They 
always say it's human. 


They're all wrong. 


Hajnowka, Poland 1981 
They were out back of the apartments splitting logs for firewood when their father died. 


The ambulance-tempo siren wailed over the town from the mine, and they paused in their work, their breath clouding 
white in the chilly December air. Their mother came out to stand in the doorway, dirty dishcloth in one hand, the other 
clapped tightly over her mouth. Her eyes were wide. 


The log hit the ground long after Roxas had started running, cloud-breath trailing behind him as his feet carried him up 


the small hill to the building and past it onto the road. The axe thudded into the tree stump they were using as a base, 
and Demyx ran past his mother, now clutching the dishcloth in both hands, mouth moving silently in prayer. Roxas was 
far ahead of him, a dark dot in the distance, and Demyx didn't catch up to him until he reached the courtyard out front of 
the mining building. The younger blonde was pushing through the throng of miners exiting the building, his jacket 
streaked with soot and dust from the workers's clothes. 


Demyx grabbed his arm, hauled the panting boy behind him as he led the way through the chaos. There was shouting, 
grabbing, people were pushing against them and away from them. A man was limping out of the doorway when they 
reached it, pausing a moment to wipe the coal dust from his face. Tear trails glistened pale on his coal-darkened face. He 
was shaking. 


They pushed past him and towards the main offices, pausing at the entrance of the room where hurried voices were 
speaking into telephones, a mosquito cacophony of whispers. The head manager glanced at them, his eyes darkened, 
lost somewhere between here and there, but then he shook his head once, and the boys moved on. 


Stragglers passed them as they sat on the bench in the entry room, men reaching up with weary arms to pull their bags 
off of the hooks hanging from the ceiling, steps echoing hollowly around the two blondes. The last rescue worker 
stumbled out of the elevator shaft, dragged his feet past them, dirty rope wound up in a coil at his waist, the light of his 
helmet still shining feebly. The last bag with its clean change of clothes hung above their heads, silent. 


They returned to find the head manager long come and gone. 


Roxas went back out to the tree stump, logs as enemies, axe as dearest friend. His anguish came out in sharp thuds 
and splinters, his eyes burning as his palms blistered with the force of his blows. His hands clutched the handle too 
tightly. The logs splintered. 


Demyx listened to the thwack of metal on wood from inside the house, his mother letting the sobs escape as she leaned on 
his shoulder, her face buried in the thick material of his jacket. The dishcloth was held twisted in her hands, and she 

onto the couch with them and sprawled across his brother's lap, his arms around his mother's waist and his face pressed 
against her side, his body shaking with sobs he didn't want, didn't want to let come. 


Demyx lay a hand on his brother's back, felt the shudder, felt the cold where his mother's tears were seeping through his 
jacket at his shoulder. He stared hollowly at the wall across from him, at the tiny statue of Jesus on the leaning shelf, at the 
picture of grandparents he hadn't had the chance to meet. His tears never came. 


There's a hyena in the woods. It prowls among the trees, searching, always, always searching. 
You aren't safe in the woods. 

You're never alone. 

You're lost in the woods, no matter how well you know where you are. 

And at night, in the woods? 


The moon is always full. 


*Chapter 2*: The Lost Souls 


Disclaimer: Kingdom Hearts and characters copyright Square Enix and such people. Not me. 
A/N: 


Okay, chapter one isn't the longest chapter in the history of writing. Oh well. | refuse to end chapters at a set amount of 
words/pages/etc. They end where they need to end, and that's that. 


Enjoy! | hope you do, please let me know what you think of this style of writing. 
Things get interesting next chap. Ohohoho. 


Review and I'll give you cookies. Chocolate and Peanut butter chip cookies. MMMmmm.. 


It is three years later and it is summer and Roxas is sixteen and sitting on the wall stretching between his apartment 
building and the one next to it. Hayner is next to him, licking the last ice cream off of the stick and tossing it back over the 
wall. He is in a mood that day, and he is talking about things like he wants everyone to know that he is the first to ever talk 
of them like that. 


"Do you know, something got out of the zoo," Hayner says, his voice low and dangerous. Kairi and Olette shudder, 
scared little smiles coming to their faces, and Pence pauses in licking his popsicle, 


"What kind of something, Hayner?" He asks, eyes wide as the popsicle drips anti-freeze blue onto his fingers. Hayner 
grins. 


"They say, it's a panther," Hayner turns to Roxas, for approval, or recognition. "A black one." 
"Ooh, no. That's not true." Olette giggles, leaning against the wall and looking to Kairi for reciprocation. 
"Yeah Hayner, that can't be true." But Kairi leans forward, just a little bit, eyes interested. 


"It is true. They say it's so black, it's darker than the night, and it moves so quick and so quiet you don't know it's on you 
‘till it's teeth are on your throat." Hayner grips at his own throat, and the girls squeal at the thought. Pence turns his 
attention back to his melting popsicle. 


Roxas isn't listening. He is looking at the pale-haired girl sitting on a stone a few feet away from the wall. She isn't exactly 
apart from the group, but she isn't exactly a part of it either. She's just there, doodling in the back of a beat up notebook. 
Hayner's voice is getting louder in his ear, but Roxas doesn't care. The girl looks up for a moment, pencil paused above 
paper, and her eyes meet his for a fraction of a second. She looks down again, and that's all it is, just a look, not a /ook, 
and Roxas is annoyed. He doesn't know her name, and she doesn't talk, and he isn't sure if he really wants to ask, even 
though he knows he does. Hayner knows Roxas isn't listening, but Roxas doesn't care. He's thinking about the girl, and 
about what her name might be, and about just what it could be she is drawing in that notebook of hers. 


"Oh hey, look, it's Mr. Ditz, finally heading home from the stupid farm," Hayner's voice is loud, and Roxas looks up to see 
Demyx heading down the road towards home, his dark jeans caked with sawdust in some places. Roxas knows Hayner 
knows he hears him, and he knows that his brother can hear him as well, but Roxas doesn't say anything, not even when 
the girls give nervous little laughs. 


Demyx never says anything either, and sometimes that makes Roxas angry. He thinks he might know what he's supposed 
to do if only Demyx gave him a clue, but he doesn't. He's actually angry about a lot of things when it comes to his brother. 
Demyx is nineteen. Demyx should be in trade school or something. Demyx shouldn't be slaving away ten hours a day at 
the town's saw mill, choking on sawdust and standing dangerously close to equipment that could tear him apart in 
seconds. Not now. Not ever, and especially not when he demands that Roxas keep his high school summers free. Roxas 
doesn't want free summers; he wants his brother home. He wants his father home too, for that matter, but that's buried 
deep in his mind and forgotten. Roxas wants to help; Roxas wants to grow up, but Demyx won't let him, and he loves his 
brother for it and hates him for it at the same time. By the time Demyx reaches the wall, Roxas's mind is in turmoil again, 
but it always is, and he doesn't find it strange anymore. 


"Hey guys," Demyx's voice is rough from the dust clogging his throat. He smiles easily, although a bit vacantly. He knows 
the kids don't really care for him, but he keeps up appearances for Roxas's sake. He knows he's an idiot, even though he 
knows he isn't one and just comes out like one sometimes. He can live with the truth, even if the truth isn't all that truthful. 


The kids grin and wave and glare. The girls even say hi, smiling shyly; they might think Demyx is stupid, but they also 
think he looks gorgeous, even in sawdust caked jeans. Roxas thinks they swoon a little too much over Demyx's ocean 
blue eyes and genial smile, and he's already made a promise to himself that he'll never let harpies like them anywhere 
near his brother. 


"Let's go home," Roxas says, hopping off of the wall and onto the ground below. The sun is low in the sky and the horizon 
is glinting red. He hears Hayner huff behind him but he doesn't pay him any mind. He turns to give his friends a grin and 
wave and walks off towards the main entrance next to his brother. 


RRR 


"Hayner says there's a panther loose," Roxas says, swirls his spoon in his soup. It's rice soup, but actually it's the chicken 
soup they had yesterday with rice boiled in it. It's good, but he doesn't feel like eating, and when he sees Demyx finish he 
shoves his bowl next to his brother's and looks at his mother, chin on his hand and elbows on the table. Demyx doesn't say 
anything about it, even though he wants to, because he doesn't want Roxas to be angry. Their mother sighs and smiles 
softly and gives Roxas a look that tells him she's really listening and if it looks like she isn't it is just because she is tired. 


"A black one, he says. Blacker than the night," Roxas continues. Demyx snorts, a wry grin flickering onto his face between 
spoonfuls. 


"Really, dear?" Their mother sounds amused. She spoons the soup slowly into her mouth. Her face has gotten wrinkled a 
bit. Her eyes look old. She smiles. "And it's in our woods, | bet?" 


"That's what he says," Roxas grins and rolls his eyes. He looks at his brother. "Last week it was a giraffe in the 
playground." 


Demyx laughs at that; he knows his brother is friends with Hayner, but he also knows that he's friends with him because he 
doesn't really have a choice. He isn't worried about Roxas, not too much. He knows he can usually take care of himself if 
he has to. Demyx is just worried that the one time Roxas won't be able to, he won't be there. Demyx finishes his soup and 
gathers up the empty dishes, but Roxas grabs them before he can get up, and he sighs as his brother carries them over to 
the sink. He feels tired and he feels old but he grins when Roxas turns around and he looks up at the clock hanging over 
the couch. 


"It's after seven," Demyx says, glancing over at their mother. She gives the tiniest of nods, and he looks at his brother. 
"Wanna go for a walk?" 


"Sure," Roxas is happy. He is grinning wide and he rushes over to the front door and starts pulling his shoes on. Demyx 
follows him, reaches over him to take his jacket off of the coat rack. Evenings are chilly, and his throat and lungs are bad 
enough as they are without him catching a cold. He pulls the jacket on and Roxas pulls on his dark grey ushanka as 
Demyx puts on his shoes and then they're out the door. 


Roxas is laughing as they head down the stairs, he is talking animatedly about everything he'd done that day, and Demyx is 
happy. He's happy his brother is living life, and he's happy he can give him that much. The air outside is fresh and crisp; the 
sun is well past the horizon but there is still a faint red glow in the sky and the sliver of new moon hangs just barely over the 
trees past the line of buildings. There are empty and boarded up windows in many of the buildings, unlit and unused. Old 
furniture stands outside one building, last remnants of a family escaping a dying town. Demyx knows their town is dying, but 
he doesn't think Roxas does. He hopes Roxas doesn't find out until he is well on his way to living in the outside world. He 
doesn't think the boy needs that kind of burden. 


The boys pass between the high walls at the edge of the town. They used to be part of a larger wall that encircled what had 
once been a small village, but time and weather had done their part. Roxas runs his hand across ancient stones as they 
walk, his fingers catching in crevices and prying up moss. Demyx leads their way down the worn path to the forest edge. 
The air here is cleaner, and it isn't until he can pick up the scent of leaves and crushed grass that Demyx really believes 
that he still knows how to breathe. He is happy here; this air is his medicine. There is a stream not far along the path, and 
they turn to follow it a short distance to where it connects to another path. The evening is growing darker, but they feel safe 
in each other's presence. Demyx pauses at the edge of the new path to crouch down beside the water's edge and gather 
some up in his cupped hands, raise it to his lips and drink it and feel it wash away the dust and grime and leave him feeling 
refreshed, renewed. Roxas grins an evil younger brother grin and leans over, splashes water on his brother before 
laughing and running off down the new path. 


Demyx wipes the water off of his face, grinning, and takes up the chase. They run, laughing and yelling at each other, until 
Demyx catches up to his brother and grabs him and holds him tight and starts to spin him around. Roxas is laughing and 
screaming and kicking, and Demyx makes like he's going to throw Roxas to the ground but he doesn't, and 


the younger blond breaks away, punches his brother in the arm and they laugh some more. The evening is deep and dark 
and they head down the path more by memory than by actual sight. There is moonlight filtering through the leaves of the 
oaks and elms around them, strong moonlight, but they don't think it's strange. 


Roxas takes a turn ahead of Demyx, nearly vanishing, and there's a strange sense of foreboding that suddenly catches 
hold of the older boy. He reaches out and grabs hold of Roxas's arm, stops him in his tracks and walks up to stand next to 
him. 


They aren't alone. 


Ahead on the path, back towards them, stands a man, lit by the moonlight. He has a hunting rifle slung over his shoulder on 
a strap and a dark knit cap pulled onto his head and he is dressed dark and his boots look worn. He doesn't seem to have 
noticed them, and Demyx begins to pull Roxas back the way they came from when the man suddenly turns to face them. 
Red hair, turned dark maroon in the evening's light, peeks haphazardly out from under his hat. His eyes are acid green, 
glistening and cat like, reflective like mirrors. There are marks on his cheeks, right under his eyes, but it's hard to tell what 
they are in the weak light. He has a slight grin on his face. 


Demyx feels himself shudder. He doesn't want to be here, and he knows without knowing that he needs to get Roxas and 
himself away. His blood is ice cold in his veins and he knows that there is something wrong with the man in front of them. 


"Come on," He says, gruffly because he can't say it any other way, and he pulls at Roxas's arm, but the younger boy isn't 
moving. The man grins slyly, shifts his stance and hooks his thumbs in his belt loops. His rifle sways slightly on his back. 


"You should listen to your brother, kid," The man's eyes are on Roxas. His voice is low, "There's bad things lurking the 
woods at night." 


Roxas isn't scared. He looks the man in the eyes without flinching and he doesn't understand why his brother is 
clutching his arm so tightly. He smirks. 


“What, like panthers?" Roxas asks. Demyx knows that tone and he knows he needs to get his brother moving soon. The 
man's grin widens and he barks a laugh, sharp and echoing among the trees around them. 


"Yeah, kid," The man is answering the younger boy, but his eyes travel to Demyx. His voice drops lower. "Like panthers." 


Demyx feels his insides shift, his stomach clench. He feels sick and he feels dirty and he doesn't understand why. He 
moves backwards and drags Roxas along with him, turning the younger boy around and shoving him ahead of him on the 
path. Roxas looks back at him, surprised and worried but something he sees in his brother's face tells him to keep quiet 
and keep moving. 


Demyx is shuddering. He looks back before they reach the turn and he sees that the man is gone and he doesn't feel 
better at all. He rushes them onward and his breathing is coming fast and he's ignoring the looks Roxas keeps sending him 
and all the way home he feels like someone is watching him. 


*Chapter 3*: A Long Road to Perdition 


Disclaimer: Kingdom Hearts and characters copyright Square Enix and such people. Not me. 

AIN: 

This chapter is twice as long as the last chapter! Hells yeah! 

Yay for upping the rating. | mean, yeah. Here we go, Mature rating. Here. We. Go. 

Anyways, | don't know how many people are reading this. | hope someone is, and | hope someone feels like replying. 


For further reference, the rifle is a Mauser 98k WWII era German infantry rifle used by the Wermacht that is modified for 
hunting use. In other words, this, without the scope: tinyurl. Com/ ybo96va (remove spaces please). 


There is a reason the rating has changed to M. There is a very good reason. If you are under the age of 16 | do not take 
any blame for any corruption that might happen to your mind. 


On that note, let's begin! 


Oh, and Review? Please? | have a surplus of cookies and French pastry. I'll share. 


Roxas is walking along the fallen tree trunk with his arms held out at his sides to balance him. Hayner is a few steps in 
front of him, wobbling and laughing at something Olette has just said. Kairi is behind Roxas, and every now and then she 
reaches out to touch his back and steady herself. Pence is already waiting at the far end of the tree trunk, scuffing the toe 
of his shoe in the dirt and grinning. There's a slight dip at their right, where the bank slopes down to the stream that winds 
its way out of the forest. Up ahead trees shade the well packed dirt road, and Hayner then Roxas then Kairi hop off at the 
end of the tree and fall into step with Pence and Olette and head on. A few birds are calling overhead, and Roxas looks 
up to try to find them. He sees nothing but leaves outlined in the midday sun. 


"| heard someone broke the lock on the doors to the bunker," Pence says. He is fiddling with his new watch. 
"That means we can go in there, right?" Kairi asks, eyes bright. Hayner laughs. 


“Sure, if you don't mind the ghosts in there. Just when you least expect it," Hayner curls his fingers like claws and jumps 
towards Olette. She squeals and dodges behind Roxas. Roxas smiles. 


"There's no such thing as ghosts, Hayner," Roxas says, matter-of-fact and confident. Hayner raises an eyebrow and 
leans on the blond's shoulder with one elbow. He is a few inches taller and he likes showing it off as often as he can. 


"Really?" Hayner leans closer. "Reeeeeaaallly?" 


"Yeah, really," Roxas snickers and pushes Hayner's arm off of his shoulder. The other boy laughs and pushes him 
forward. 


"Well, in that case, why don't you be the first one to go in? All alooooone." Hayner smiles and gives Roxas another shove. 
Roxas rolls his eyes. They're almost at the bunker doors. 


"Roxas, don't do it," Pence shakes his head slowly, his eyes wide. Kairi and Olette giggle. Roxas lets out a sigh and 
turns to face his friends. 


"Seriously. It's an old bunker. There's nothing scary about it." Roxas says, places his hands on his hips. 
"It's probably all dark in there," Pence says, voice low. Hayner turns back to the girls. 


"Yeah, and full of spiders and rats and all sorts of bugs," He makes a face, and the girls squeal again. Roxas throws his 
hands up in the air and surrenders. 


"I'll go, and I'll prove to you there's nothing scary in there," Roxas says, and turns to head towards the bunker doors. 
Hayner follows after him, the rest not far behind. They stop at the doors and Roxas goes on alone. 


The left bunker door is cracked open. Roxas walks up and pulls the handle, but the door doesn't budge. He grabs the 
handle in both hands and pulls and the heavy iron door shifts and groans and it finally moves far enough to let some sun 
shine in. He glances back at his friends. 


"Roxas, wait," Pence walks towards him, taking the watch from off of his wrist. It is digital, and he holds it out and points 
to one of the buttons on the side. "It'll glow if you press there. You know, if you need light or something." 


Hayner rolls his eyes and puts his hands behind his head, but Roxas grins and takes the offered watch. 
"Thanks Pence. Don't worry, I'll be out in a little bit," Roxas says, then turns and walks into the bunker. 


A long shaft of light stretches out before him. There are shadows beyond that, patches of darker darkness. Roxas steps 
casually down the long entrance hallway, his footsteps echoing down the length. He isn't scared, and he isn't worried. The 
hallway he is in is part of the original cave that had once been there. When the war started, the natural cave was widened, 
lengthened, padded with concrete and iron. There are iron rails embedded in the middle of the hallway, and Roxas walks 
along them until he reaches a wall. He'll remember the rails for when he wants to leave, and he presses the button on the 
watch and shines it on the wall. 


There is a dark rectangle to his right, and he moves the soft glow towards it as he walks over. It is another door, still iron 
but lighter. It is closed but Roxas manages to push it open and he shoves it across the floor and walks into the next room. 
There is another hallway and he thinks there may be more doorways but he can't see too well in the darkness and the glow 
of the watch doesn't reach that far. He walks forward and sees a desk standing next to a wall. There is no chair but there is 
a lamp, and he walks over to it and taps on the dusty metal lampshade. The metal resounds dully, and he moves on, 
walking slowly with his right hand on the right wall and the watch glowing softly in his left. He has to press the button on the 
watch's side every few steps but it doesn't bother him too much. 


Roxas reaches the first doorway on his right and the door is open and swung wide. There are a few papers on the floor, 
dusty and dark with age, but otherwise the room is empty. He moves onward through the hallway, his footsteps echoing 
hollowly. He slows his steps, stopping to listen. He thinks he might have heard another pair of footsteps, but he can't be 
sure, and as the echoes die down there is only silence. He continues on to the next doorway, this one with the door only 
cracked open. He pushes the door open the rest of the way and the hinges squeak. There is a chair on its side inside and 
the metal frame from a bed. There is no mattress, but there is a broken picture frame on the other side and a metal box. 
Roxas toes it onto its side, but it is empty. 


He heads back into the hallway, and fora moment he thinks he sees something from the corner of his eye, further on in the 
darkness. He frowns and moves on, believes he is just seeing things. The darkness seems to be fluctuating further down 
the hallway, even more so when he shines the glow of the watch in front of him. The next dark rectangle he reaches isn't a 
doorway but a branching in the hallway. It is a smaller corridor, rough hewn from dark stone, and it slopes downward. 
There is the slight smell of dank moisture coming from it, and Roxas thinks he feels a slight breeze wafting by. He is 
intrigued. 


He walks down the corridor and he can feel the moisture gathering in the air the lower he goes. The corridor begins to turn 
slightly to the right as he walks on, and every now and then he steps on something crunchy. There is moss on the walls 
and on the floor and there is a sound coming from deeper down the corridor. He's not sure what it sounds like, a little like 
heavy breathing and a little like a low growl, but it doesn't sound like an animal at all. He's just around the curve and just 
far enough so that he can't see the entrance when he turns back when he hears the doubled footsteps again. He stops 
abruptly, and although there is nothing after that except rapidly fading echoes he is sure this time that someone else is 
there. He frowns and thinks it is Hayner trying to scare him and he turns around to face the darkness behind him. The 
watch goes out and he hits the button again. He wants to keep going down the stone corridor but he's thinking that he's 
been in there for a very long while and he should probably get back before the girls get too scared. He sighs and glances 
behind him down the curving corridor and thinks that he'll be back soon to explore some more. 


Roxas heads back where he'd come from. The parts of the stone floor beneath his feet where the moss sits are slippery, 
and he's careful as he walks. The doubled footsteps start up again after he's gone a few feet, and he knows he's being 
followed. It confuses him, because the footsteps were behind him before he'd turned around as well. He decides there is 
something strange going on with the echoes in that corridor and ignores the footsteps and heads towards the slightly lighter 
rectangle that he's just starting to see. He sighs and looks around carefully to get his bearings. There is the smallest 
rectangle of pale light at one end, and he turns towards it, placing his left hand on the wall to his left. After a few minutes he 
approaches the door he had opened and finds it closed. It gives him pause, and he thinks he is heading the wrong way. He 
stops and pushes the door open, and sees the overturned chair and the bare bed frame and the empty metal box and he 
knows he's going the right way. He pulls the door closed again and walks onward to the door he knows was opened. He 
finds it pushed shut but not closed all the way, and there is a glimmer of flickering light all around the edge where the door 
is opened just a crack. His hand is sweaty around the watch but he doesn't think about that, and puts his eye to the crack. 
The light is bright and hot and it hurts his eye, and it outlines a figure, tall and dark and motionless and with a rifle on its 
back. 


He pulls back in surprise, grits his teeth. His free hands pushes the door open and he steps inside to find the room dark 


and empty except for a few time-darkened papers on the floor. He looks around suspiciously, shining the watch light on the 
walls and on the ceiling above him. Nothing is changed. He backs out of the room and closes the door carefully behind him. 
The rectangle of dim light is to his right and he moves toward it much more quickly than he had been planning. He hears 
footsteps that aren't his own but he isn't going to run even though his heart is pounding in his chest. He doesn't believe in 
ghosts and he doesn't believe in the supernatural and there is no such thing as the boogeyman. He reaches the doorway 
and he dashes through it and he skids across the rails in the floor and lands on his rear and knocks the breath out of 
himself. He winces and picks himself back up and this time he does hear those other footsteps. He refuses to look behind 
him and he walks towards the rectangle of bright light where his friends are waiting. He walks as normally as he can 
although those steps echo behind him, and though the hallway is longer than he remembers he makes it to the end. He is 
clutching the watch tightly in his hand, but he pauses before the doors and the footsteps are echoing all around him. He 
thinks of his friends, and he walks outside. 


“Roxas, where were you?" Pence calls out. Roxas grins at him as best he can and hands him the watch. 

"Thanks, it came in handy," Roxas tries to get the echoes of footsteps out of his head and turns to the girls. 

"So, what was it like?" Kairi asks, stepping closer. Olette nods and stands next to her, and Roxas shrugs. 

"You know, it was old and dusty and there were rooms and stuff," Roxas says. Hayner is giving him a curious look. 
"That's it?" Hayner says, looking a little annoyed. 

"Pretty much." Roxas thinks of the stone corridor and the lit room and the footsteps but he doesn't mention them. 


"Lame." Hayner is visibly disappointed, and he turns on his heel and leads the way back on the path. "Come on, let's go 
get some ice cream or something." 


“There wasn't anything weird going on in there?" Pence asks as they head off, walking close to Roxas. The blond shrugs 
and shakes his head and Pence sighs. "Geeze, nothing interesting ever happens around here." 


"So true," Hayner groans, "It's so boring." 


They turn back towards town and Roxas is looking back up at the branches above them and trying to ignore the feeling 
that someone is watching him. The girls are chattering along happily, and Hayner and Pence are talking about 
something. Roxas is feeling better out in the air and the light. He thinks his imagination has been getting the better of him 
and he should be fine by the time he gets home. 


"Guys! Guys, wait up!" 


Selphie is running up behind them, and Roxas turns with his friends as she nears. She is panting and her eyes are wide. 
There are tear stains on her cheeks and her eyes are watery and she wipes the back of one hand across her face. 


"Selphie, what's going on?" Olette dashes forward to the other girl, and Kairi is close behind. 
"It's Ms. Gainsborough," Selphie's voice is shaky. "She's... she's dead." 
"What?" Kairi gasps. Olette puts her hands on her mouth. 


"| was going to her to see, to see if those new irises were blooming," Selphie sniffles, "There were police everywhere, 
and they didn't let me go in." 


"Did they say anything?" Hayner asks, stepping forward. 


"N... No, but | heard them talking about... about paw prints or something?" Selphie's eyes are sad and there's tears 
trailing down her face again. "| don't understand. Nothing like this has ever happened before." 


Roxas isn't sure how he feels about the matter. He's never really gotten to know Ms. Gainsborough and he doesn't know 
what kind of person she was. He's bothered by her death and bothered more by the mention of paw prints, but he still 
thinks Hayner's tale of panthers is stupid. The girls are comforting each other and Hayner is squinting at something in the 
distance and Pence is playing with his watch again. Roxas is feeling cold even though the day is warm and he suddenly 
does not want to be there anymore. 


"I'm... I'm gonna go home." Roxas says, and even though the others give him strange looks he turns and walks on 
towards the town. He feels eyes on his back and he feels like there is one pair too many but he keeps walking. 


RRR 


His head has been hurting ever since he heard about Ms. Gainsborough during lunch break. Demyx is tired and he is not 
feeling well and he's coughing a bit but he's hanging in there. He doesn't like death and he doesn't like thinking about it, but 
it seems that when it hits it hits close to home. He had helped Ms. Gainsborough in her garden before when he was 
younger, and while he hasn't been there in ages he remembers her as a kind and patient lady with a pleasant, warm smile. 
He is sad she is gone but he feels detached all the same, and he's not sure how he's is supposed to act if someone asks 
him what he thinks. It seems like he had known her in some other life, not this one, and he is scared by just how cold he 
can be towards the whole thing if he only puts some effort into it. 


He meets the Professor near at the crossroads where the road from the sawmill meets with the one leading further out to 
the city. His hair is a dark silver and his skin is tanned brown and his eyes are an exotic shade of amber, and when he 
speaks it's like he's speaking a different language, but Demyx can understand him all the same. Demyx thinks it's the 
Professor's accent that does it, a slight lilt of sophistication that just doesn't occur in his town. The Professor isn't an 
occupant, after all, just a visitor. He comes for short stays in the town, visits the woods on warm summer evenings, and 
dashes back to the city when duty calls again. 


The Professor is with the police captain, and Demyx smiles as cordially as he can with his head pounding so bad. He 
has been wary of Officer Xaldin and wary of the baton at his hip ever since he'd been caught nicking apples from the 
church garden four years earlier, and though both of the men smile at him Demyx hurries on past them and onward 
down the road towards home. 


He is thinking of the poor lady again and thinking of paw prints and murder theories and he's not feeling well at all. The 
woods are to his left and if he looks hard enough he can see the stream between the tree trunks. It's just past six and the 
sun isn't heating the world like it was earlier but he's sweating all the same. He slows and slows and then pauses on the 
path, his eyes drawn to the faint glimmer of light on softly flowing water. He's wavering but he's feeling stuffy and he's sure 
that just one drink will get him going again. There is no path into the woods here so he picks his way carefully. He isn't sure 
if there is a bank here or not, he can't seem to remember. 


He is grabbing hold of a young tree when a sharp bark comes from the woods, not human and not animal but something 
otherworldly. It doesn't echo and he shudders, and he thinks it's just his imagination but it barks again, and drags off ina 
wail that seems to surround him. He turns, he doesn't know where the sound is coming from, and his boot slips and then he 
knows there's a bank, a steep one at that. He is rolling and thudding down to the stream and it's not far but he's out of the 
breath when he hits the water. His pants are soaked and his shirt is soaked and that wail is turning into a cackle and fading 
away. He shudders, he feels cold but his head feels hot. He pushes himself out of the stream and onto the bank, looks up 
with water-blinded eyes. There's a figure among the trees, a silhouette in black with shockingly blue hair, and that doesn't 
seem right. Demyx shakes his head and looks again but there is nothing but tree shadows and the leaning bough of a low 
elm. He pushes himself up into a kneeling position and he tries to get his bearings. He knows where he was but he can't 
seem to find the way to go, he is confused and his head is pounding and his wet clothes feel cold against his skin. There is 
mud on his hands and he wipes them on his shirt and puts them to his temples and closes his eyes. 


"Well, that was quite a tumble you took there." 


The voice is familiar in a way that sends shudders down his spine, and Demyx's eyes snap open and he looks up and it is 

the redheaded man. He has no hat and his hair is a messy halo of violent spikes. His eyes still glow that acid green and he 
is smirking and the rifle is in his hands. The rifle is in his hands and it's pointed straight at Demyx's forehead and the blond 
is shaking. 


"Where's your brother?" The redheaded man asks, his voice is soft but the smirk is still on his face. Demyx is caught off 
guard; he isn't sure what the man wants to hear. 


"H...Home?" Demyx is confused. He tries to move to get up, but the rifle hovers closer to his face and he drops back down 
to his knees. He had forgotten about the rifle for a moment but he has remembered it now. He starts coughing and he feels 
the mud caking around his knees and he looks up at the man again. 


"Oh? You don't sound too sure..." The redheaded man's eyes glint strangely. Demyx thinks he hears something on the 
wind, but there isn't any wind really and he can't be sure. "Are you sure?" 


Demyx is eyeing the rifle that is pointing now at one of his eyes and is wondering if he is missing something. He is always 
missing something and he gets the uneasy feeling that this man knows something he doesn't, something about Roxas that 
he doesn't, and he's worried. He's worried because the man has a gun in his face and a smirk and he's asking about his 
brother. Demyx doesn't like that he's asking about his brother. 


"What do you care?" He manages to sound gruff. The redheaded man grins wickedly and presses the tip of the rifle's 
barrel to the side of Demyx's face and makes him turn his head. 


"| like blonds... although..." The redheaded man says, his voice dropping low, "! prefer them a little younger. You're 
almost too old to be interesting..." 


Demyx's eyes are wide and he thinks he knows what the man is implying but he doesn't at the same time. He doesn't 
like the strange glint in the man's eyes and the widening smirk on the man's face. 


"Just barely interesting. Really, I'm thinking | might go looking for something more interesting instead," The redheaded 
man smirks and pulls the rifle's muzzle away from Demyx's face. He is looking amused and Demyx is shaking more 
because he's sure he knows what the man is talking about now and he knows it would never end well. He doesn't know 
what he's doing and he can't find his voice so he shakes his head instead. 


"Oh, no?" The redhead feigns surprise. He presses the muzzle of the rifle against the blond's mouth and he is pressing it 
hard against his lips and he is smirking again. "What are you going to do to change my mind?" 


Demyx would respond but his head is pounding and he's feeling hot again and the muzzle of the rifle is pressing and 
twisting against his lips and it's hurting and he jerks back but the man thrusts it forward and into his mouth and he gags. 
The metal tastes cold and sharp on his tongue and he doesn't want this and he clenches his fingers in the mud by his 
knees and pulls back. 


"| can stop, if you want," The redheaded man says in a low voice. His eyes glitter like daggers and Demyx thinks of Roxas 
and he thinks of what might happen and he feels sick deep down inside. He shakes his head and his teeth clatter against 
metal and he whimpers. The barrel is shoved deeper, it is pressing down hard against his tongue and the front sight is 
scratching against the roof of his mouth. 


"| wonder what it'd look like," The redheaded man is musing, the barrel turns in Demyx's mouth and the sight is cracking 
against his molars now. The blond feels like he's choking and his tongue is convulsing and he's shuddering and 
shuddering. The redheaded man's grin is crooked and he shifts his stance. "Bang, and the red and gray splattered all 
over." 


Demyx whimpers again and the man twists the rifle back. Demyx tastes blood and it is copper and iron in his mouth and 
down his throat and he is coughing around the barrel. The redheaded man chuckles and his eyes are narrowed and the 
setting sun is behind him and the light coming through the tree branches is setting his hair on fire. His eyes glitter 
dangerously and he is enjoying this. 


"Belt," The redheaded man says. Demyx's fingers clench in the mud and he is slow to unclench them and slow to bring 
them to his belt buckle but the man looks like he has all the time in the world. The blona's fingers slip over the metal of his 
belt buckle and he is having a hard time getting a grip on it but then he is able to grip it and pull at it and he has it loose 
now and he is barely able to breathe. 


"Pants," The redheaded man's smirk is looking more like a leer. Demyx's hands shake and he closes his eyes. His fingers 
find the button on his jeans and he is pulling the zipper down and his lungs are burning he has the zipper down but he 
can't do much more kneeling in the mud as he is. The rifle barrel is pulled out of his mouth suddenly and he can breathe 
and he begins to cough again, he is unable to catch his breath at first. The redheaded man is stepping closer and Demyx 
winces and then he is spun around and nearly thrown to the ground and he is throwing his hands out to keep himself from 
falling face first into the mud at the bank of the stream. 


Demyx smells sulfur and smoke and this time he does hear something in the air, a low growl just barely heard under the 
sound of the redheaded man's humming. He doesn't know what he is expecting but it isn't the feel of cold metal invading 
him, ripping into him, and he cries out and his arms give out and tears sting his eyes and he drops to his elbows and he'd 
drop further he'd fall on the ground but the redheaded man is holding the back of his work shirt and is pulling at him and 
keeping his head up. The collar of his shirt is cutting into his throat and Demyx is having a hard time breathing again and he 
is whimpering with each breath. The redheaded man is still humming an amused tune and the growl is still somewhere out 
there, somewhere around him. Demyx is biting his tongue and his fingers are clenching in the mud and weeds at the 
streams edge and the metal moves and he is being cut apart he is being torn apart he knows it, knows it with the rough 
jagged way the metal is moving in him and he is reaching the point where his eyes are open but he can't see anything in 
front of him. The stench of sulfur is thick around him and he is fading and there is nothing but the burning in his throat and 
lungs and the pain, pain, pain tearing through him and he doesn't know where he is and what is happening and there is 
something warm, there is something warm trickling down, down, and the metal is moving easier and then it just isn't 
anymore. It is gone and he is shaking violently and he is seared inside, he's flayed alive he knows it. There is a slight thud 
to his left and he is hoping it is over he is praying it is over oh god oh god oh god let it be over. A 


rough hand pushes his face to the ground and he breathes in mud and he knows that it is just beginning. 


KRRK 


Roxas is sitting curled up on the couch with a bowl of dry cereal and the TV turned to a movie filled with static. The 
antenna is sitting wrong but he isn't paying attention to it and he isn't paying much attention to the bowl of cereal either. It 
is almost eight and his brother isn't home yet and he isn't worried because Demyx is a big boy after all. He isn't worried 
even a bit. His mother had said that maybe his brother is out with friends and is already in bed so she can get up for work 
in the morning and Roxas is trying to remember which friends of his brother's he knows and he can't think of any names or 
faces. 


The front door opens with a creak and Roxas sits up straighter on the couch and hears the familiar booted footsteps of his 
brother and he relaxes. He is waiting as his brother walks in through the small entryway and he smiles at him when he 
finally appears and Demyx smiles back but it is strained and Roxas feels a flutter of worry. His brother is moving like he is 
put together all wrong and he walks over to their small bathroom and he closes the door behind him and he locks it, and it 
is then that Roxas is really worried. He slips off the couch and he is padding over as silently as he can to the bathroom 
door. He is leaning in against the door and he puts his ear to it and he listens to his brother cry. 
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Roxas is drifting in an out of sleep as his brother gets ready for work. The shades in the room are drawn and it is six in 
the morning and Demyx sits on the edge of the bed they still share because there is no space for another in the room 
and pulls on his socks. Roxas is blearily staring at the wall in front of his face and he is wondering about the evening 
before. He isn't able to keep his thoughts straight and he is slipping back into sleep when he feels a hand on his 
shoulder. He turns around and finds Demyx looking at him from above. His brother is dressed in his coat already, and his 
eyes are wide awake and he looks worried. 


"Roxas," He says and Roxas blinks and pushes himself up on his shoulders and looks at his brother, "Don't go in the 
woods today." 


"Wh...what?" Roxas is confused and Demyx's hand tightens on his shoulder. 


"Just... just, don't." Demyx says, and he doesn't talk more just lifts his hand to Roxas's head and ruffles his hair and then 
he is gone and Roxas falls back asleep. 


RRR 


The pain is coming back. Demyx had snuck the painkiller from his mother's medicine cabinet early that morning but now it 
is nearing eleven and the medication is wearing off and he is hurting again. The sound of the saw is loud through his safety 
earmuffs and the air he is breathing through his mask was stale and it is making it hard for him to breathe and he is trying 
not to cough too much. He is focused on guiding the log through the guards towards the large rotating saw and he is trying 
not to get distracted by the foreman leading a pair of out-of-towners around the mill but he is anyway. 


The man is tall and his hair is blond and and slicked back and his beard and moustache are thin. He is talking animatedly 
with the foreman and Demyx isn't able to hear him but he seems like he is enjoying the visit. He is dressed sharp and he 
doesn't look like he belongs. His companion is a woman and she is shorter and blond and she is violently beautiful in the 
way mountain cats are just before they maul someone. Her eyes are sharp and she is engaged in the conversation just as 
much as the man is although she is looking around at the workers and the equipment more than she is looking at the 
foreman. Then she is looking at Demyx and winking and he is looking quickly back down at the log and trying to ignore the 
blush and trying to focus on work and when he looks up Johnny is walking by and he is chuckling and giving him a grin and 
Demyx is ignoring him as well. 


The foreman is passing by with the two out-of-towners and the log is coming close to the end. Demyx is making sure it 
goes through right and Tom is checking to make sure the pieces fall to the right sides and then they're shutting off the 
machine and watching the saw blade slow down with a dying whine and cleaning up and the rest of the mill is doing so as 
well. It is nearing break time and Demyx's mind goes on auto-pilot and he finishes and then he is taking his lunch and 
heading down to the stream by the mill. It is the same stream that goes through the woods but it is wider here and it has 
fish and crawdads by the banks and some ducks. 


Demyx sits carefully on one of the large rocks at the edge of the stream and opens his paper lunch bag and pulls out the 
sandwiches he had wrapped in yesterday's newspaper. The ducks are drifting closer and he unwraps the first sandwich 


and pulls off a piece of bread and tosses it to them. The ducks are scrambling for the piece and Demyx is taking a bite of 
his sandwich and chewing thoughtfully and wondering why he's having a bit of trouble breathing. He's been feeling slightly 
feverish and he wonders if it is the worry or something worse because he has also been coughing a lot lately and his throat 
is scratchy. There is a duck climbing out of the water and onto the bank and coming up to sit next to him and he is hurting 
and he is coughing and he is putting a hand to his face and is closing his eyes and is wondering if it is the world trying to 
tell him he is doing something wrong. 


KRRK 


Roxas is closing the rubbish bin. He has tossed the garbage out and his chores are done and he is wondering what he is 
going to do next. Hayner is with his mother in the city and Pence and Olette are helping their parents with the coal and 
Kairi has gone to visit her cousin and Roxas doesn't have anyone to spend any time with. He brushes his hands on his 
pants and walks out in front of the apartment building and looks around. The road is empty and he starts wandering down it 
and he is thinking about going to the store and getting some ice cream when he notices someone is crouched down by the 
wall of the next building over. He walks over and he is wondering what is wrong and then he realizes it is the pale haired 
girl whose name he doesn't know. He stops and he fidgets a moment and he think she should say something. 


"Oh," Roxas says and that's not right but she looks up and she smiles shyly and she is holding her notebook in one 
hand and her pencil in the other. 


"Hi," Her voice is soft and her eyes are big and blue and Roxas hooks his thumbs in his belt loops and tries to look 
nonchalant. 


"Uh, what are you looking at?" He asks and that works better he thinks and the pale haired girl stands up and looks 
down. 


"These tracks, they look... well, they look strange," She says and she brushes a few stray strands of hair behind her ear 
and looks at him and she is still smiling. "| was sketching them in my notebook." 


"Oh," Roxas is taking a few steps forward and he is standing next to her and looking down. The ground has a few strange 
markings on it and he can't really see what shape they are, but they look almost dog like. The pale haired girl is looking in 
her notebook and Roxas is looking around and he sees some faint markings going towards the apartments and he is 
looking the other way and he sees more recent markings heading towards the walls and the roads outside the town. 


"Looks like whatever it was headed towards the woods," He says and he looks at the pale haired girl and then they are 
taking their time walking along the tracks towards the walls at the outside of the town. Roxas is looking down and the 
pale haired girl is looking through her notebook and Roxas is thinking of something to say and then he notices that 
suddenly the larger dog-like prints are joined by large hoof prints. They are big but they look a lot like the cloven hoof 
prints of the farmer's goats and Roxas is a little confused. 


"Goats?" Roxas asks and the pale haired girl crouches down and sketches in her notebook. Roxas waits for her to finish 
and they head onward towards the road and the tracks are getting clearer. Roxas isn't bad at tracking, he has chased 
rabbits and foxes in the woods all his life, but he doesn't recognize the large dog-like tracks or what could have made them. 
They look strange and not entirely dog-like but he isn't sure just what they could be. He is walking onward and the pale 
haired girl follows and there are clouds in the sky and they pass through a shadow as they walk past the walls and onto the 
road outside the town. The woods are not far ahead and the tracks are deeper in the ground and much more visible. 


"What do you think made them?" The pale haired girl says and she is looking at him and is holding the notebook close to 
her chest and he crosses his arms and thinks and shrugs. 


"Those looks like prints from a large dog, but they're a little strange, and the goat tracks are way too big for regular 
goats." Roxas sighs and looks at her and she looks at him and he doesn't know what else to say. She nods and they 
start following the tracks again to where they reach the edge of the woods this side of the stream. Roxas stares at the 
woods and he isn't remembering what his brother told him. 


"Let's go see where they lead," Roxas says and heads on into the trees and there is no path where he is going just the 
tracks of the unknown animals. The pale haired girl is not with him and he turns around and he sees her standing at the 
edge of the path. 


"| don't know." She says and she is looking warily at the forest beyond him. "It feels strange." 


"They're just trees." Roxas says, "It's just the woods." 


"I'll... I'll wait here," The pale haired girl says. She looks frightened and Roxas does not want to force her so he doesn't. He 
doesn't understand why she is so scared and he turns around and finds the tracks beneath his feet and starts following 
them again. They wind a bit and in some places the goat tracks overlap the dog tracks as if the goat was following and he is 
starting to lose his orientation a little. He looks up to find where the sun is but the canopy is thick and he isn't even at the 
stream yet, and then he is. The tracks head straight for a series of large stones that form a makeshift bridge with the water 
flowing past between them and he hops over the stream across them and he reaches the other side and the tracks aren't 
there. He is angry and he looks around but then notices that before him there is an animal path and he walks out onto it and 
he forgets about the vanished tracks. 


There are no tracks on the path but it feels like a deer path or a fox path but he isn't sure. There are low bushes for part of 
the way on one side and short grass on the other. He is walking along as quietly as he can and he reaches a place on the 
path with a small clearing on one side and a patch of wild strawberries growing in it. The sun is shining on them and he is 
tempted to pick some of the ripe red berries but he is intrigued about where the path goes and he passes by instead. The 
path starts twisting as it goes deeper into the woods and Roxas is walking downhill most of the way. He doesn't know how 
much time has passed and he doesn't really care and he keeps following the strange path as it moves around elm and oak 
trees and nothing moves beyond the dark trunks and Roxas is intrigued. The woods are quieter then he remembers them 
being but he is sure if he focuses hard enough he can hear the chatter of birds somewhere where he can't see them. 


The path is winding on and the trees are thinning out and Roxas is continuing, he thinks he can hear the birds clearer and 
he wants to see if he can find them. He is reaching a slight ridge and hopping down the side and he is able to see a 
clearing ahead of him where the trees are smaller and not standing too close together. He reaches the edge and the sun is 
bright and glaring and for a moment he isn't able to see a thing. He blinks and brings up a hand to shield his eyes and he 
doesn't recognize the place he has ventured into. There is grass growing tall in the clearing but there are trails in it as if 
someone or something has been walking through it. Across from him and a little to his left is what looks like a cabin. Its roof 
has holes and there are boarded up windows and the right corner has fallen into itself. Roxas is able to see better as his 
eyes adjust to the light and he is walking through the tall grass towards the cabin and he stops in the middle of the clearing 
and he wonders who would build a cabin way out in the woods like this. He isn't sure but he doesn't think he can hear the 
birds any longer. 


There is a slight rustle in the grass behind him and he turns and he sees the red haired man from a few days before 
standing a few feet behind him. 


"Well, imagine meeting you here," The red haired man says. He is standing with his hands in the pockets of his dark 
pants and his rifle on his back and his hat hanging on the rifle's muzzle. 


"Who are you?" Roxas asks. He is a little surprised to see the red haired man but he doesn't show it. The man tilts his 
head slightly and his eyes narrow a bit and he is smiling slightly. 


"Wouldn't you like to know," The red haired man says and he smirks. Roxas is remembering that the pale haired girl is 
waiting for him and is thinking that he should be getting back and he is thinking he doesn't like the way the man is 
looking at him. He isn't sure what to say but he speaks anyways. 


"What are you doing out here?" Roxas says as he takes a step to the side. He realizes that the man is standing directly 
between him and the path he had taken to reach this place. The cabin is behind him and he doesn't feel good standing 
there between the red haired man and the dilapidated building. 


"I'm looking for... my dog," The red haired man says. He glances to one side of the clearing. 
"Your dog?" Roxas is unconvinced. The man looks at him and his eyes narrow slightly as he grins widely. 


"My hunting dog," The red haired mans says and shifts his stance and pulls his hands out of his pockets and lets them 
hang at his sides. 


"Seems pretty reckless to let your dog run around all by itself," Roxas says and takes another step to the side. He is not 
pretending to be doing something else and he is sure the red haired man knows he is trying to get back to the path he 
had come from but he doesn't care all too much. The red haired man shifts his pose to keep looking at Roxas as he 
moves. 


"He's a good dog. He's just having fun," The red haired man chuckles and his eyes are glittering. Roxas doesn't feel safe 
anymore and he isn't sure why. He isn't scared but he is nervous and he doesn't want the man to see that even though he 
feels sure the man knows anyways. He kicks at the ground and keeps moving steadily to put the path at his back 


again. The man reaches up and pulls the cap off of the rifle and continues to speak, "It's not hunting season, after all; 
can't get serious yet." 


Roxas is stopped with the path to his back but the words have chilled him and he is not sure why and what he should 
make of them. The red haired man pulls the dark knit cap on and his eyes meet Roxas's and Roxas tries to take a step 
backwards but he doesn't know if he is doing it or not and the sun seems filtered through clouds and the grass and trees 
look like they are draining of color and then suddenly the red haired man's eyes shift and his grin fades and there is a 
hand on Roxas's shoulder and suddenly the world is glaring and bright. 


There is a hand on his shoulder and it is pulling him back towards the path roughly and the red haired man is left behind in 
the clearing and his grin is gone and he looks angry and Roxas is suddenly glad that he is no longer there in the clearing. 


"What did | tell you?" 


Roxas doesn't recognize his brother's voice. He turns and tries to walk next to him but Demyx pushes him to the front and 
coughs and coughs and Roxas is worried and tries to look back but Demyx keeps pushing at his back to keep him moving 
and Roxas does. They are following the path again but it is dark and there are rocks littering the ground and bushes 
stretching across some places. Roxas doesn't recognize any of the path and he doesn't know if this is where he had come 
from but he thinks it is, they have reached an area with a clearing to the side and he looks to find the wild strawberries but 
there is fallen branches and wilted leaves and a pale deer skull set right in the middle. 


Roxas hears Demyx cough and he realizes his brother isn't right behind him anymore and he turns around and sees his 
brother leaning against a rough-barked elm tree. He is coughing hard and Roxas walks back to him and Demyx coughs 
again and spits something onto the ground and he looks up and Roxas meets his eyes and he knows his brother is angry. 
He doesn't say anything and they keep walking and there are twigs and rocks and tendrils of creepers all across the path 
now and Roxas doesn't know where he is going anymore and doesn't know if there is a path beneath his feet at all but 
Demyx is leading him and he trusts his brother and so he walks. 


“How did you know | was here?" Roxas asks. Demyx is walking just slightly behind him and glancing back every now and 
then. 


"The girl," Demyx says and coughs and continues, "Naminé, | think." 
Naminé, Roxas thinks that he will remember that. 
"Said you saw some strange tracks," Demyx looks at Roxas. They are reaching the stream. "I told you not to come here." 


"| forgot," Roxas says. He feels bad; he knows his brother was worried. He thinks of the red haired man and the things he 
said and the way he looked when they were getting away and he is scared now. He walks over the stones to the other 
shore and waits for his brother to come across. "What's up with that guy?" 


Demyx is not answering him, he is stepping across the stones carefully and he is stopping part of the way across the 
stream and he is looking back over his shoulder again. Roxas doesn't feel right. 


"We should tell someone," Roxas says and Demyx looks at him and crosses the rest of the way to the shore and stands 
next to him. Roxas looks at him and he thinks his brother doesn't look like he is doing too well. 


"| told Officer Xaldin," Demyx says and his voice is low and his eyes look distant. He puts a hand on Roxas's shoulder 
again and steers him towards where the road is. "He said he'll look into it." 


“That's all?" Roxas asks, climbing up the slight incline. There is no path here at all, they are just walking up among the 
trees from the stream to the road and Roxas hears Demyx cough every now and then and he doesn't like the sound of it 
but he doesn't say anything. Demyx keeps his hand on Roxas's shoulder and they keep moving. 


"That's all." Demyx says and he is looking ahead. "Let's get home." 


"All right," Roxas says, and they walk. 


RRR 


Demyx isn't sleeping. Roxas is snoring softly on his side of the bed but Demyx can't keep his eyes closed. He is trying not 
to cough and wake his brother and he rolls onto his side and he closes his eyes and he is facedown in the mud again and 
he can't move and he is tasting dirt and his eyes snap back open and he is breathing hard. He can't catch his breath and 
he is trying but he feels the way the air is wheezing in and out of him and he doesn't know if he hears it or just 


feels it but he knows there's a crackling and popping in his lungs and he is scared. He has never been sick in his life other 
than a cold now and then but he thinks he is sick now but he also thinks that he will be fine, just fine. He slips gently out 
from under the covers and he is trying not to cough again and he walks to the door to their room and opens it quietly. He is 
slipping out and across the floor to the bathroom and he closes the door behind him and turns on the light. The glare is 
bright and it is hurting his eyes and he squints and turns the faucet and starts coughing and he can't keep it quiet but he 
doesn't care just then. He coughs and coughs and there is phlegm gathering in the back of his throat and he spits it out into 
the sink and he sees that it is speckled with red and his stomach turns and he watches as it is washed away by the water 
and he leans his forehead against the mirror and feels it cold against his skin and he closes his eyes. 


*Chapter 5*: Brightest Before Night Falls 
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Demyx is awake. He has spent the night in the bathtub and the chipped porcelain feels cool on his hot skin and he is 
almost comfortable. He knows it is time to get ready for work but he doesn't feel like getting up but he knows he has to. He 
pulls himself up and out of the bathtub and turns on the light and blinks against its harshness and leans against the sink 
and looks into the mirror. He doesn't like the way he looks, like he hasn't slept at all, and he is having a hard time 
breathing. He has to go to work, and he turns the faucet and splashes water on his face. He feels hot and he thinks he has 
a fever but the water is cooling him off a little and he feels better. He still can't breathe too well and he is wheezing but he 
turns around and opens the door and tries not to cough as he walks as silently as he can over to the bedroom and goes 
inside. 


Roxas is asleep so Demyx moves as quietly as he can and gathers up his clothes and moves back towards the door but his 
breath catches and he lets out a cough. He hears his brother shift on the bed and he holds his breath even though his 
throat is burning and his eyes are watering but Roxas doesn't move again and Demyx breathes through his nose and goes 
out the door and closes it behind him and leans on the wall and coughs into his hands. He feels as if something is stuck in 
his throat ripping up out of his lungs and he coughs and coughs and he can't stop for a long while. He is worried he's woken 
someone up but his coughs had been muffled and he doesn't hear either his brother or his mother moving. He gets up and 
walks to the bathroom and closes the door behind him and turns on the faucet and splashes water on his face again. He 
feels hotter than he had felt before but his hands are shaking. He sits on the edge of the bathtub and pulls off his t-shirt and 
changes his boxers and pulls on a clean shirt and clean pants and his socks and he stands up and his head spins. He 
grabs hold of the edge of the sink and waits for the world to stop and coughs again but not so hard or loud this time. He 
takes a deep breath but there is a sharp pain in his side and he stops and closes his eyes and waits for it to pass. 


He turns around and opens the bathroom door and turns off the light and walks across the darkened room to where the 
hallway to the door is and turns into it. He can barely see in the dark but he is moving by feel and he leans over and finds 
his boots and puts them on and laces them up. He stands back up but slowly so his head doesn't spin this time but he 
leans against the wall anyways because he is trying to catch his breath and his eyes are seeing things hazy and even 
though it is still mostly dark and it shouldn't bother him it does. He realizes he has forgotten to get his lunch out of the 
refrigerator and he turns around and heads back towards the kitchen as quietly as he can. He passes his mother's room 
and he hears a noise inside and he stops but there is silence and he heads on to the kitchen. The curtains in the kitchen 
aren't pulled closed like the ones in the main room and the faint light of the early morning shines in through them. Demyx 
walks over to the refrigerator and pulls out the bag with the sandwiches he had made the night before and closes it again. 
He heads on back to the door and opens it and steps outside into the stairway and closes it behind him and locks it with the 
keys in his pants pocket. He puts them away and heads down the stairs and on the third step from the bottom he steps on 
something and it crunches under his boot. 


He steps off of it gingerly and leans over and tries to see what it is in the faint light coming from the window in the door 
below and he sees that he has stepped on the headless body of a small sparrow. He grimaces and thinks that some cat 
must have left it and nudges it to the side with the toe of his boot and heads on down the staircase. He is taking his time 
because each time he speeds up he cannot catch his breath but he isn't worried about making it to work too late 


because the foreman is an understanding sort of man. He reaches the bottom of the staircase and walks to the outside 
door and pushes it open and heads outside. There is something in the middle of the road, a dark bundle of some sort. He 
walks over to it and looks at it and sees that it is a black cat all curled up with the tip of its tail in its mouth and a wire 
noose pulled tight around its neck. Its tongue is dark and swollen and hanging outside one side of its mouth and its eyes 
are glassy and wide. Demyx is backing away quickly and he feels his pulse pick up and he is having trouble taking breaths 
and he starts to cough again and he heads on down the road. 


He is reaching the walls and the sun has risen a bit further up but it is beyond the forest and he cannot see it. Its light is 
shining brighter now and he can see better but his eyes still see everything a bit hazy and he is feeling hotter again. There 
is a wind picking up and he can hear it blowing through the branches of the trees in the woods and a shudder runs down his 
back and he is trying to ignore it and trying to focus on putting one foot in front of the other. A bead of sweat runs down the 
side of his face. He is feeling stuffy and there is a pressure in his head that comes and goes and comes and goes. He is 
reaching the spot where the path breaks off from the road and leads to the woods and there is something in the middle of 
the road again. He wants to stop but his feet aren't listening and he is approaching it and it is reddish brown and he is 
closer now and it is the head of a fox sitting on the road as if it were buried up to its neck and it is looking straight at him. He 
swallows thickly and his head pulses again and a few feet farther is the body of the fox and its paws are tied together and 
its tail is stretched out behind it. 


His feet stumble for a moment and he hears something on the path ahead of him and he looks and he sees a white lamb 
farther ahead of him where the road begins to turn and he sees that is walking away from him. He starts walking towards it 
and he is walking faster and faster and the lamb is walking slowly but steadily as if following someone and he wants to call 
out to it but his breath catches in his throat. He is coughing and the lamb is taking the turn and he is going faster and faster 
and he reaches the turn and he takes the turn and the lamb is in front of him and it is curled up and its head is on its legs 
and its coat is shining in the sunlight and its blood is pooling on the ground beneath it and staining its white coat crimson 
and Demyx is turning and he is running and he cannot see anymore. 


KKK 


Roxas is sitting on a chair next to the bed. His brother is pushing at the covers they'd pulled up around his shoulders and 
muttering feverishly and his mother is gone to work for half the day and he is sitting waiting for the doctor to come down 
from the city and tell him what is wrong with his brother. He has never seen his brother sick before but he sees him now 
and he is scared. He remembers what has been happening and he wishes he had listened to his brother and not gone into 
the woods the day before and he wishes his brother isn't sick. The clock in the main room is ticking softly and Roxas is 
counting the seconds and the minutes and he is wondering why the doctor isn't there yet. He knows he has to come down 
from the city but he doesn't think that it should be taking this long. 


It is nine thirty in the morning and it is exactly two hours and thirty five minutes since Demyx came stumbling back home 
and Roxas can see that he isn't getting any better. He is waiting and trying not to get too anxious and then the doorbell 
rang and he is up and is racing to the door. He opens it and the doctor is standing just outside and he is looking haggard 
and he comes in with his large black bag and he is taking his coat off and handing it to Roxas and brushing his pale hair 
out of his face and fixing his glasses. 


"| apologize for my tardiness," Doctor Vexen says and he is heading further inside the house, "but | ran into a terrible 
scene along the way." 


"What happened?" Roxas is hanging the coat on the coat rack and is turning to look at the doctor. 


"| shouldn't... But..." The doctor waves his hand dismissively and sets his bag on the table. "Oh, you'll find out soon 
enough... Along the road to town, right where it runs along a slight ledge that dips down to the stream..." 


The doctor pauses and looks at his hands and then opens his bag and begins pulling out various objects. Roxas walks up 
to him and watches him pull out a stethoscope and a pack of tongue depressors and a small dark box in which something 
rattles as the doctor places it to the side. 


"| found Officer Xaldin by the edge of the road, he was in a... horrible state." Doctor Vexen shakes his head and looks over 
the objects and closes the bag. "It looked like he might have been attacked by some kind of animal, but what? | don't know. 
| did what | could to help and called from the store for an ambulance. | couldn't leave him alone, so | had to wait until the 
ambulance arrived to take back to the city." 


Roxas feels the blood drain from his face. He is remembering the day before and how his brother said that Officer Xaldin 
would look into things and he is worried that the red haired man has something to do with it. The red haired man has a 
hunting dog, and he wonders what kind of prey the dog is trained to hunt. He thinks about Hayner's panther and thinks that 
there is a much worse monster in the woods. 


"Is he going to be all right?" Roxas is showing the doctor the way to the bedroom and leading him inside and Demyx is 
still muttering through his fever and he has managed to toss the covers to one side and his eyes are wide and glazed. 
Doctor Vexen gives Roxas a look and the boy thinks that their town is going to be promoting a new officer very soon. 


Doctor Vexen puts on his stethoscope and places the metal chestpiece over Demyx's heart and then he moves it over his 
left lung and then over his right and Roxas watches him closely but he doesn't see the doctor's expression change. 
Doctor Vexen takes the stethoscope off and leans over and looks into Demyx's eyes and then he opens his mouth and 
presses his tongue down with a depressor and shines a small flashlight into his throat and then he covers Demyx up 
again with the covers and he puts everything aside and holds the small dark box on his knees and looks at Demyx for a 
long moment. 


"What's wrong?" Roxas hears his voice waver but he doesn't care. He is clutching the edge of his shirt tightly in his 
hands and he wants the doctor to say something. 


"He has pneumonia," Doctor Vexen says, and he opens the small dark box and he looks through the items inside. 


"Pneumonia?" Roxas is surprised and confused and he looks at his brother and he doesn't understand. "But it's 
summer." 


"There are different kinds of pneumonia," Doctor Vexen says. He pulls two small bottles out of the box and they rattle with 
pills and he places them on the bedside table. "Make sure he takes one of the pills from this bottle with the blue label each 
morning. From the bottle with the red label he is to take one in the morning and one in the evening. | feel this might be a 
bacterial pneumonia..." 


Roxas hears that unspoken "but" at the end of the doctor's words and he is not feeling good about it. Doctor Vexen 
places a hand on Demyx's forehead and the blonde in the bed shifts and closes his eyes and the doctor is looking at 
him curiously. Roxas turns to the small bottles and tries to read the names of the medications but his eyes aren't 
working too well. 


"Those should help," Docter Vexen is standing up and he is looking at Roxas. "The most important thing is that he rests. 
He is young and he should be able to fight this off quickly, although it does seem to have hit him hard. However, let me 
see... today is Wednesday. | will be calling on Friday to check on him; if he has not improved by then | might have to take 
him in to the hospital, to be sure he recovered completely." 


Roxas says nothing but nods his head and the doctor places a hand on his shoulder and then he walks out of the room 
and to the large table and Roxas fixes the covers around his brother's shoulders because he doesn't know what else to do 
and walks out as well. The doctor is putting everything away into the big black bag and Roxas stands next to him and he is 
thinking about the hospital and about his brother and he is still wringing the edges of his shirt in his hands. 


"Do not worry, | am sure everything will come out right in the end," Doctor Vexen says. He smiles and Roxas nods and 
then lets the doctor out. He walks back to the bedroom and looks at the bottles again but he still cannot read them and 
he looks at his brother and Demyx is asleep but he is wheezing and his breath catches on almost every inhale and 
Roxas sits and waits for his mother to come home. 


"Did you hear about Officer Xaldin?" Hayner asks. He is walking backwards along the main road in front of Roxas and 
Pence and he looks excited. 


"Yeah, it's pretty weird what's been happening lately," Pence says and looks pensive. He takes a bite from the cheese 
bun he is holding and looks up at the sky. 


Roxas says nothing but he is thinking about it anyway. He is outside because his mother said it isn't good for him to sit 
inside all day but he feels restless. He is holding a can of cola that is turning warm and he hasn't even drunk half of it yet. 
Hayner looks to the side and bites his lip and Roxas knows he is thinking of doing something and Roxas doesn't think he 
wants to be part of it right now. 


"Hey!" Hayner grins and puts his hands behind his head. "Why don't we go over there and check it out!" 
"Over where?" Pence asks. Roxas tips the can he is holding and lets it spill out as they walk. 
"Over to where they found Officer Xaldin," Hayner's eyes shine. "Maybe we can find something out over there." 


"Like what?" Pence asks again. It is a conversation that is rapidly discluding Roxas but he knows he is still involved 
because Hayner looks at him when he speaks next. 


"Like who did it, or what..." Hayner's voice drops off ominously. Roxas spills out the last of the cola and crushes the can 
and thinks about what to do with it. 


"It's not a panther, Hayner," He says and he sounds irritable even to himself. Hayner makes a face and huffs and Pence is 
finishing the last of his cheese bun and they are taking the corner past the walls and onto the road by the woods and they 
run into Kairi. 


"Oh! | was coming to get you guys!" Kairi looks excited. "You won't believe what | just saw." 

"Some mysterious creature?" Hayner asks, dropping his arms and turning to look at her. Roxas is only half-listening. 
"No, dummy. Listen." Kairi's voice drops to conspiratorial whisper. "| was walking by where they found Officer Xaldin-" 
"That's where we were goin!" Hayner cuts in. Kairi gives him an annoyed look and keeps talking. 


"| was walking by, and | stopped at the edge of the woods. | thought | heard something, so | looked past the trees and | 
saw someone," Kairi puts her hands to her thighs. "He was just creeping from tree to tree, like he was trying to be really 
silent. | could barely see him, even though he looked like he was pretty close." 


Roxas is shaken by what she is saying. Pence and Hayner are excited and are talking but Roxas is clutching the empty 
cola can. 


"What did he look like?" Roxas asks. He doesn't think his voice shakes but he might be wrong because Kairi gives him a 
strange look. 


"I'm not too sure, he was dressed all dark, and | could only really see his hair..." Kairi frowns. "It looked like it was... pale, a 
very pale blue-ish color." 


"Oh come on, that's not possible," Hayner says, and crosses his arms. Kairi looks at him crossly. 
"| saw him, I'm just telling you what | saw," Kairi says. 
"Well, did you see where he went?" Hayner asks, and taps his foot. 


"He disappeared among the trees, and then | came to find you guys to tell you," Kairi explains. Roxas hears a noise 
behind them and turns and sees that it is Naminé and she is walking up to them slowly. Kairi is still talking and Pence 
and Hayner are paying attention but Roxas isn't. 


"Well, let's go then!" Hayner says and Roxas looks back at them. 


"| have to go home," Roxas says. Hayner looks surprised and Pence and Kairi do as well but Roxas gives an apologetic 
smile and starts to turn around. 


"Oh, come on," Hayner says, but he sees that there is no convincing Roxas and lets him go. Roxas turns away and hears 
the others walk off and he is wondering about the strange man that Kairi has seen in the woods. He has never seen a 
person matching that description before but he is worried that the man has a connection to the red haired man and to what 
happened to Officer Xaldin. 


"Hi," Roxas says as he nears Naminé. The pale haired girl had slowed as she neared him and she is standing and 
waiting for him as he walks up to her. 


"Hi," Naminé says and smiles shyly but her eyes look anxious. "| heard what Kairi was talking about." 

"She's probably seeing things," Roxas dismisses. He doesn't want to think about strange men. 

"No, I... | saw him too," Naminé says and she fiddles with her bag and Roxas is surprised. 

"In the woods?" Roxas asks even though he doesn't want to know but maybe he does. Naminé shakes her head. 


"| was walking by the entrance to the bunkers, and one door was opened wide." Naminé looks at him with worried eyes. 
"The man was just inside the bunker, | could barely see him." 


"Maybe he's a... a vagabond, or something," Roxas is trying to think of ways to not fit the two men together. 


"| don't know," Naminé shrugs, "But it felt strange. He... he turned around..." 


Naminé pauses, and Roxas steps closer. 


"He turned around, and it's like his eyes... glowed." Naminé shudders and she looks somewhere else and Roxas can't 
meet her eyes and then she looks back at him. "| don't know, maybe it was the light or something." 


Roxas is trying not to look shocked but he is and he looks down and he notices something. 
"Where's your notebook?" Roxas asks and Naminé looks down at her hands and looks back up at him. 


"When the man looked at me, | just got... really scared. | don't know why... | think | dropped my notebook as | was getting 
away," Naminé says and she looks nervous but then she smiles. "It's all right, | have a new one." 


"We can go get it if you want," Roxas says. Then he remembers his brother and remembers that his mother has things to 
do and he continues. "I mean, | don't know if | can go today, but maybe tomorrow?" 


"You'd go with me?" Naminé asks. She looks a little surprised and that makes Roxas feel a little happy and he manages to 
grin. 


"Yeah," He says and Naminé smiles. 
"Oh, | wanted to ask," Naminé starts, "Is Demyx okay?" 


Roxas is a little surprised by her question and doesn't know what to reply and he knows the town is small but he hasn't 
told anyone and he didn't think news could travel that fast. 


"| go out to the edge of the woods where the stream known as Narewki river runs close to the road in the morning to 
sketch, and | usually see him when he's on his way to work," Naminé explains. 


"He's sick," Roxas says. He doesn't say more and he doesn't want to and Naminé doesn't ask about it but she looks 
worried. 


"| hope he feels better soon," Naminé says and she looks a little sad but Roxas is feeling good because Hayner and Pence 
didn't ask about Demyx and they never ask about Demyx but Naminé did and he knows that she asked because she is 
actually worried and not just because she should and he wants to tell Demyx so that he can feel good about it too. 


"You're going home?" Naminé asks and Roxas nods and she fiddles with her bag and Roxas looks to the side. 
"Where are you going?" Roxas asks and Naminé looks at him and she smiles softly. 
"| think I'm going to go home too," Naminé says and Roxas grins. 


"Come on, I'll walk with you," Roxas says and Naminé nods and they start walking back to the houses together and 
Roxas is feeling warm inside and Naminé is smiling and they are talking and Roxas doesn't really care what they're 
talking about because everything looks bright. 
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It is early morning and it is early enough for the room to still be dark. Demyx is staring at the ceiling and trying to breathe 
and trying not to cough so he doesn't wake anyone up. He is trembling and it is only partly because he is sick because his 
fever is falling after the medicine. He is trembling and it is mostly because of what is outside his window. He can hear it 
shuffling on the ground outside and it is growling low and it is scratching its claws on the house walls he knows it is. He 
shudders and clutches the covers in sweaty hands and pulls the covers up closer to his chin and he looks at the window 
and there are flickering shadows behind the curtains and he looks away again. Something taps against the house wall 
something somewhere makes a floorboard in the next room squeak and Demyx stares hard at the ceiling and his breath 
wheezes and he whimpers. His chest is burning and his lungs aren't working right and he feels sweaty and dirty and there 
is something sitting deep in the pit of his stomach eating way at him just gnawing on his insides and he can't ignore it. 


There is a howl, suddenly, except it isn't a howl but more like a wail and it isn't even that because it doesn't fade but 
changes to a chopped guttural chuckle and it raises in pitch and it is piercing through his ears and he doesn't know if it is 
outside or just in his head and he is shaking and clutching his hands to his ears. He looks to the window and sees that the 
sky is slightly brighter but the staccato laughing wail is echoing in his head. He closes his eyes and he sees red among 
black and there is a pair of eyes glowing just past the edges of the darkness behind his eyelids and his eyes snap open 
again. He curls his fingers against his ears and hums to himself but his tune is off and it is hard to breathe while humming 
but he doesn't stop and he feels the crackling in his lungs and he coughs and he hums and he coughs some more. The sky 
outside the window is brightening slowly but he is still hearing the shuffling outside even with his hands over his ears but it 
is starting to fade and he hopes it is gone he hope it doesn't come back but he knows it will as soon as darkness falls 
again. He had watched the moon move past the window during the night and he had seen it hang bloated against the night 
sky and he had felt the chill deep inside him and he wants the morning light to burn away the darkness soon he doesn't 
want to see the moon anymore. 


It is brighter outside the window and he hears someone moving around beyond the bedroom door and then there are 
footsteps moving closer and he knows he shouldn't be afraid but he is but then the door opens and it is his mother. She 
looks in and she sees he is awake and she smiles and walks over to the bed. 


"Hello honey, how are you feeling?" She asks and she places a hand on his forehead and Demyx manages a small 
smile. 


"Better," He says but he coughs even though he doesn't want to but his mother looks a little less worried than she had 
the night before and he thinks he really is better if she is looking at him like that. 


"That's good, that medicine the doctor gave must be working," His mother says and she sits on the chair and Demyx 
looks at the window and the sky is no longer dark and he can't hear it out there anymore and the echoes are gone from 
his head. 


"I'm going to get ready for work, do you want anything from the kitchen?" His mother asks. 


"Water," Demyx says. His breath is still catching in his throat but he doesn't feel so tired but his head still has that 


pressure sensation that comes and goes. His mother nods and pats him on the arm and gets up and walks to the door and 
leaves the room and he hears her moving to the kitchen. 


He lays there for a little while and he is glad the day has come and his eyes are beginning to close and then something 
taps at his window and he looks but there is nothing there but he hears the shuffling and the snuffling and he hears the 
claws on the walls but they sound like they are inside and they sound like they are just above his head and his breath 
catches and his hands clutch at the covers and his heart is pounding and he can't see anything but he hears it all the 
same. 


"Demyx?" 


He hears his brother's voice and he looks to the doorway and starts to push himself up to sit and he is wheezing he hadn't 
thought he was breathing this hard. Roxas rushes in and puts his hands on his shoulders and pushes him back down on 
the bed but the growling and the snuffling is growing in his ears and he can't see what is making it but he knows what it is 
and his lungs are starting to burn and his stomach is twisting. 


"Hey, lay back down," Roxas says and tries to push him back onto the mattress. 


Demyx shakes his head and clutches at his brother's arms and he was feeling better but everything is burning inside of 
him now and he needs to say something because he can see the shadows behind his brother and there are eyes glowing 
in those shadows and they're getting closer. 


"Roxas," Demyx breathes and he is wheezing and his brother stops trying to force him down on the bed and looks at 
him. 


"Yeah?" Roxas says and he is holding him by the shoulders and Demyx swallows hard but his mouth is dry. 


"Roxas, listen... Listen, Roxas don't..." Demyx is having a hard time forming words because the growling is growing in 
his head and it is chasing all the words out of his brain. "Don't go outside today. Don't." 


"Demyx, what are you-" Roxas is confused but Demyx grips his arms tighter and interrupts him. 
"Don't." Demyx grits his teeth and he looks into his brother's eyes. "Don't go outside." 


The growl is turning into a rumble and the rumble is turning into a wail. Demyx doesn't hear if Roxas responds because he 
is dropping back onto the bed and he is breathing hard and his heart is pounding in his ears but it isn't enough to block out 
the feral cackle and laughter that is invading his mind. 


RRR 


Roxas is sitting at the kitchen window with his arms crossed on the sill and his chin on his arms. He can see the back yards 
from the window and he can see the old lady from the building over working in her garden. He is wondering about his 
brother's words and wondering just what he is supposed to do with himself. The sun is shining and there are birds singing 
somewhere and the window is open and he can feel the warm breeze and he wants out badly but the last time he did 
something his brother told him not to do he ended up in a place he didn't want to be in and he doesn't want that to happen 
again. 


He gets up and walks through the kitchen to the main room and across it to the bedroom where Demyx is still in bed and he 
looks inside and sees his brother is sleeping. Demyx had been getting better but he has been hit by a fever again and this 
time the medicine doesn't seem to be helping the older boy and Roxas is worried. He leans against the doorframe and 
watches his brother take a wheezing breath in his sleep and let it out and take in another wheezing breath and Roxas can 
hear the slight whistle on his exhales and he knows that isn't a good sign. Today is Thursday and tomorrow is Friday and 
Roxas is scared that his brother won't get better and that the doctor would be coming to get him tomorrow to take him to 
the city hospital and hook him up to some machines and put needles in him like they did to Hayner's cousin after he fell in 
the holding pond and got sick and didn't wake up for four days. 


He is standing and thinking and there is a knock on the door and he is surprised and he closes the door to the bedroom 
and walks over to the front door and opens it and he sees that it is Naminé. She has her pale hair pulled back in a ponytail 
and her eyes are bright and her bag is at her side and she smiles at him and Roxas feels his heart flutter and he grins 
back. 


"Hi," Naminé says and she fidgets with her bag's strap a little. 


"Hey," Roxas says and he is still grinning at her and he remembers now that he is supposed to help her find her 
notebook and he is forgetting what his brother said again. "Are you ready to go look?" 


"Yes, | mean, if you can," Naminé says shyly and Roxas smiles. 


"Just a minute, | need to get my boots on," Roxas says and he lets Naminé step inside the door and he pulls his boots 
on. 


"How is Demyx?" Naminé asks and Roxas is sitting on the floor now because his left boot is being stubborn. 


"He's better," Roxas says, and he pauses and listens but he doesn't hear anything coming from the bedroom and he ties up 
his boots and stands up. "He's sleeping right now." 


"Should we wait until your mom gets home?" Naminé asks and she looks worried but Roxas grins at her. 


"Mom's going to be home soon, and he'll get more rest without me stomping around anyway," Roxas says and he and 
Naminé head out the door. Naminé looks a little uncertain but she gives him a grin and the two head down the stairs and 
out the door. They take their time as they walk down the road to the walls. They don't speak much but they don't really need 
to and Roxas feels calm and comfortable and warm. They reach the walls and take the corner and head on down towards 
where the tree branches meet overhead and Roxas is becoming more aware of their surroundings because they are 
nearing the bunker. 


The path to the bunker is clear and when Roxas looks ahead he sees that one of the doors is pushed open and there is 
darkness beyond it. He stops and looks and Naminé stops next to him and he looks at her and he sees that she is nervous 
and he holds out his hand to her and he gives her a reassuring grin and she looks a little surprised but she takes his hand 
and they head closer to the bunker doors. 


"It... It should be somewhere around here..." Naminé says and she looks around and Roxas looks around but he 
doesn't see anything lying on the path. 


"Maybe closer to the doors?" Roxas asks, and he heads on closer and Naminé's hand is still in his and she is hesitating 
slightly and then she is walking with him closer to the open door. Roxas is looking at the path they are on and then he hears 
something and he looks up and something passes just beyond the door and he stops and Naminé stops next to him. 


"Did you see that?" Roxas asks and Naminé looks at him but he doesn't notice and he moves forward again but he 
doesn't get far because Naminé hasn't moved and she is still holding his hand and her grip is tight. He turns and he 
looks at her and she is looking scared. "What's wrong?" 


"| don't think we should go in there," Naminé says and she is still holding his hand but Roxas smiles at her and pulls her 
hand gently. 


"Come on, we'll just step in quick and come right back out," Roxas says but Naminé doesn't look convinced and he 
sighs. "All right, I'll go take a quick look and I'll be right back, okay?" 


"Wait." Naminé squeezes his hand and takes a deep breath. "No, I'll go with you." 


"All right," Roxas says and they walk forward towards the doors and they step past them and it is dark inside except for 
where the sun is shining through the open door. Roxas moves forward and Naminé is right beside him and then he notices 
that the doorway he'd walked through the first time he'd come inside is outlined with light and he heads towards it and their 
steps echo in the silence around them. They walk along the rails beneath their feet and to the door and the door is slightly 
opened and Roxas pushes it open and they step beyond. The desk he'd walked by before is still standing and the lamp 
that hadn't worked before is on but Roxas can't see where it is plugged in and he isn't even sure if it has a cord at all. 
Naminé stops next to him but he pulls at her hand and pulls her along as he walks towards the desk. He smells cigarette 
smoke and there is a noise somewhere ahead and he stops by the desk and he sees that the cord from the lamp had been 
cut off right by the base but the lamp is glowing anyways and he feels a chill and he notices that Naminé's hand isn't in his 
hand anymore and he looks around and she is gone. 


He spins to look towards the doorway but it is empty and he turns again but the corridor is empty as well and from what he 
can see it looks as if all the doors are closed. The noise comes again from somewhere ahead of him, a sound like 
something dragging across the ground and he wants to call out for Naminé but he can't get his breath out right and he is 
walking forward past the desk and past closed doors and the light is behind him and his shadow stretches long and thin 
ahead of him and he looks down and he sees that there are other shadows as well just as long and thin as his and they are 
all around him and he turns around but there is no one there and he grits his teeth and turns back towards where the sound 
is coming from and he walks with a purpose now. 


He passes the doors and he gets to the place where the other corridor branches off. He takes a step out of the main 


corridor and into the branching hallway and he steps on something and it crinkles underfoot and he leans over and picks it 
up and it is a notebook and he turns a little so that the lamp light shines on it and he sees that it is open to a page with a 
starling sketched on it and there is the mark of his boot over the birds body and the edges of the page are scratched up and 
he knows now that this is the way he is supposed to be going. He holds the notebook in his hand and he walks further into 
the corridor and it is rapidly growing dark around him and he feels the ground lower beneath his feet and the corridor begins 
to curve and it should be pitch black but it isn't there seems to be a glow all around him. He puts a hand out to the right wall 
and keeps walking and he is hearing something clear now a breathing or a growling he can't be sure but it is getting more 
distinct as he walks. The area ahead of him is beginning to get a little brighter and the corridor is straightening out and it is 
level now and he takes his hand off of the wall and walks forward and he sees that ahead of him is a doorway and the door 
is open and a flickering light is shining through it. 


He walks to the doorway and steps past it and he looks and sees he is inside a cabin but one side has collapsed and the 
windows are boarded up and the door is nailed shut and covered in boards and it looks familiar but all wrong. There is a 
lantern standing on a beaten and nearly broken cupboard and a three legged table is leaning against the far wall under a 
boarded window and he turns and first he sees Naminé laying on the ground and her eyes are closed and then he sees 
the man standing above her with his back to him and he is dressed in what looks like a dark army uniform and his hair is a 
strange blue color and Roxas is angry. 


"What did you do to her?" Roxas asks and he clutches the notebook tightly in his hand and makes his other hand into a fist 
and he glares at the man and the man turns and he looks at him and he has an x-shaped scare over the bridge of his nose 
and his eyes look strange and they seem to glow in the flickering light of the lantern and Roxas feels a chill run down his 
spine but he grits his teeth and stands his ground. 


The man doesn't answer but he grins and it is feral and Roxas sees the tips of his canine teeth and they seem sharper than 
they should be and Roxas takes a step back without even realizing it. He isn't scared but he is all the same and he doesn't 
want to be so he tells himself he isn't. The strange man with the glowing eyes and the feral grin takes a step towards him 
and Roxas takes a step back and then there is a growl and Roxas doesn't know where it comes from but the man is upon 
him and he is grabbing at his shoulders and he is throwing him to the floor and Roxas is twisting away as the man tries to 
grab him again and Roxas is pushing himself to his feet and he has lost the notebook in the scuffle and he is trying to 
punch the man but the man catches his fist and pushes him back and Roxas falls against the cupboard and the lantern 
wobbles and it falls to the floor and there is a pungent smell of kerosene and Roxas has his hands on the man's shoulders 
and the man has his hands on Roxas's throat and Roxas is trying to push and kick but he is finding it hard to breathe and 
hard to think and the man's eyes seem wilder and the scar on his face seems to be growing ragged and his teeth seem 
longer and Roxas thinks he is seeing things because he isn't sure he is seeing a man at all anymore but something like a 
beast like a half-man with animal parts in him and then he isn't seeing much at all except bright dots of white and dark black 
dancing in front of his eyes and his lungs are burning and his hands are weakening and then there is a smash and a crunch 
and a thud and Roxas is on the floor and breathing hard and his eyes still can't see too well but they are starting to see 
better. 


Roxas looks to the side and sees the man is crumpled on the floor and he sees the man had hit the table as he fell and he 
looks up and he sees Naminé standing above him and she is holding a board in her hands and she is breathing hard and 
she is looking terrified and Roxas pushes himself up and manages to stand and there is something wrong, something 
more wrong than a man who seems to be an animal. 


"We have to get out of here," Naminé says and she drops the board and she grabs his hand and Roxas smells smoke 
and he looks down and sees that kerosene has flown out of the lantern and it is lit and the floor is burning and more 
kerosene is pouring out and he clutches Naminé's hand and they turn to the door way and the doorway is occupied. 


"| leave for five minutes," The red haired man says and he grins but it is cold and his eyes are like daggers and his rifle is 
in his hand but it is pointing at the ground and Roxas shudders and pulls Naminé closer to him and he feels the heat from 
the flames behind him. The red haired man takes a step inside the cabin and he looks towards the strange man with the 
glowing eyes but he isn't moving and then the red haired man looks at Roxas and at Naminé. “Looks like you two did quite 
a number on him." 


"Is he your "hunting dog"?" Roxas asks and the red haired man chuckles. 


"Oooh, a quick learner, aren't you?" He says and he raises the rifle slightly so that the muzzle is pointing somewhere 
around the height of Roxas's knees. 


"You're the ones behind all the attacks, aren't you?" Roxas says and he is breathing hard and his throat hurts where the 
strange man had grabbed him and he feels Naminé's hand tremble in his own. 


The red haired man doesn't reply but his eyes narrow slightly and his grin turns just a little amused but his gaze is still 


as sharp as a stiletto and Roxas doesn't just feel a chill down his spine he feels cold all over and the flames are rising 
behind him and there is sweat on his forehead and he feels like he is in hell with the devil in front of him. 


"You've been hounding my brother too, haven't you?" Roxas is angry and he remembers what his brother had told him 
that morning and he wishes he had remembered earlier and he had listened but he hadn't and now here he is. 


"Oh-ho-ho, your brother, yes," The red haired man lowers the rifle a little and shifts his weight to his other foot and looks 
amused. "How is he doing, by the way? | haven't seen him lately." 


Roxas doesn't know what to make of the strange glint in the red haired man's eyes or the way his grin stretches into a 
smirk and he thinks there is something he doesn't know and he is not sure he wants to but he does know that he doesn't 
like it. He thinks of his brother still sick and feverish at home and he thinks how horrible he has been to have left him like 
that and gone out without at least waiting for his mother to get home and he is angry. 


"We're leaving," Roxas says and he clutches Naminé's hand. The red haired man's eyes narrow and he raises the rifle and 
Roxas pushes Naminé forward and to the side and the red haired man fires and Roxas doesn't know how he does it but he 
has dodged to the side and he sees Naminé is near the door and the red haired man has the rifle pointing at him and 
Naminé is on her feet and looking at Roxas and Roxas drops to the floor and rolls and the heat is still behind him and the 
flickering light is everywhere and dust rises from the bullet holes that crack into the floorboards next to him. He puts his feet 
beneath him and he pushes against the floor and leaps forward and he sees that Naminé has gotten hold of another board 
and the red haired man has backed up and is aiming at him but looking at Naminé and Roxas is suddenly there and he 
suddenly has metal in his hands and the red haired man looks surprised when the butt of the gun cracks into his 
breastbone and he falls to the floor. Naminé says something but Roxas pushes her towards the door and then he turns and 
the red haired man is on his feet again and he is framed with flames and a large hunting knife is in his hands and it is 
glinting red and Roxas raises the rifle and the man grins and Roxas pulls the trigger and there is a shot and a shot anda 
shot and someone screams and it is Naminé and Roxas doesn't stop until he sees the red haired man is on the floor. The 
flames are eating up the wall of the cabin and the strange man with glowing eyes is hidden behind a curtain of fire and the 
red haired man is surrounded by drops of crimson and he is laughing and the drops of crimson are turning into pools and 
the red haired man looks at Roxas and his eyes are gleaming dangerously in the fire's light and the hunting knife is still in 
his hand and he doesn't look like he is in pain at all he is laughing and he looks relaxed and he looks amused. 


"Don't think it's over, boy," The red haired man says and the roof creaks and Roxas drops the rifle and turns and grabs 
Naminé's hand and pulls her into the corridor and drags her away and ignores her crying and hears the creak of fire 
weakened timbers behind them. 


They follow the curve and they slip on moss and Naminé is not crying so much anymore and Roxas is beginning to breathe 
a little easier and there is a crack and a rumble and it echoes around them in the corridor and Roxas ignores it and they 
are at the meeting of the hallways and they are in the main hallway and they are passing the desk and the lamp is out and 
the doorway ahead is open and they are out through it and it is strangely dark and the rails beneath their feet guide them to 
the bunker doors and they step outside and Naminé clutches at Roxas arms and he feels her tremble. 


He feels her tremble and he looks up and the sun had been just past it's midpoint in the sky when they had entered the 
bunker but now he sees that night has fallen and everything is dark and the moon hangs bloated and glowing in the sky 
above them and he forgets to breathe and then he remembers again and they run down the road and past the walls and 
past the houses until they get home and Roxas feels eyes on his back all the way. 


*Chapter 7*: With Stolen Wings 


Disclaimer: Kingdom Hearts and characters copyright Square Enix and such people. Not me. 
AIN: 

Last Chapter! OMG LAST CHAPTER 

A little shorter than before, because that's how it wanted to be. 


My goodness, | can't believe that Hiena is done already. It was such a wild ride, totally different from what | usually do. | 
hope that those of you who have read it enjoyed it, or found it intriguing. There's a lot of things | tried to do with this and | 
think | managed to do something interesting here. 


Yes, there are things that weren't answered exactly. Hey, sometimes these stories write themselves. That's the way it 
goes. 


Thank you for the good times. 


Review! DO IT. THE COFFEE COMMANDS YOU TO. 


It is dark outside and the moon has moved across the sky but Roxas finds it impossible to sleep. His mother had stayed up 
late waiting for him and she had been worried and he'd been scolded worse than he'd been scolded in a long time but she 
is sleeping now and he is sitting on the couch in the main room and looking out the window and trying to connect the stars. 
His mother had said that Demyx was doing better but he had been asleep when Roxas came back and the younger boy 
hadn't wanted to bother him. 


Roxas finds a pattern in the stars but he loses it and he tries to find it again and he is trying hard not to let his eyes slide 
close even though they want to badly. He wants to sleep but each time he tries he sees flames and he feels heat and there 
is something all around him and there is something in his hands and he opens his eyes again because he thinks he knows 
what would come next if he didn't and he doesn't want to see that. He is worried about Naminé and wonders if her parents 
are mad as well but he isn't able to do anything about it anyways. He sighs and pulls his knees to his chest and watches 
the stars flicker, and flicker, and his eyes are sliding closed and there is a low rumble outside his window. It is a rumble 
and something of a growl and he frowns and keeps his eyes from closing and the growl is getting louder. He lets go of his 
knees and he slips to the edge of the couch and comes closer to the window and looks outside. 


There is nothing he can see that wasn't there before but there are shadows everywhere and the darkness in the doorway in 
the next door building looks strange. He squints and tries to see better and he hears the growl again, loud and rumbling and 
he can feel it in his head. He puts his hands to the window and presses his face to the glass and peers outside and he 
doesn't feel so sleepy anymore. There is a flicker somewhere past the corner of the building next door, a flare of bright 
orange that vanishes quickly. Roxas turns his face against the glass and tries to make out what the flicker was and then the 
growl grows louder and rumbles and it starts turning into a cackle and the flicker comes again only this time it is larger and 
it doesn't flicker it reaches out and it licks along the edge of the wooden fence separating gardens and dashes along the 
wooden crossbeams and spreads across the supports and jumps into the gardens themselves and Roxas's breath is 
caught in his throat. He pushes away from the window and dashes to the door and pulls it open and runs out and down the 
stairs in his t-shirt and shorts and socks and runs to the main doors and pulls them open and runs outside and around the 
corner of the house and to where the wooden fence is and he reaches the gardens and the fence is fine and the flames are 
gone. 


He leans over and braces his hands on his knees and breathes and breathes and his heart is pounding and he doesn't 
know what just happened. There were flames but he can make out the fence in the light from the moon and the tomato 
plants growing next to it and they are untouched and everything is quiet around him. He stands up straight and looks 
around but he cannot see anything out of the ordinary and he is turning around when he hears the growl again. It comes 
from behind him and a little to the left and he turns around but there is nothing there but the growl is coming from behind 
him again now. It is growing louder and he hears something scratch along the ground and drag against it and he can smell 
smoke but he can't see any flames. The growl is all around him and he turns and turns but there is nothing but the cackling 
growling rumble around him and in his ears and in his head. He is cold and he is shaking and he is stumbling back towards 
the house and the ground under his feet is torn up and scratched up and the growl is loud and he looks up and there is a 
flickering in the windows of their apartment and he is dashing to the front of the house again and in through the doors. He 
rushes up the stairs and in through their door again. There is a flickering in the main room but it fades as he runs into it and 
he is breathing hard and he spins around and he looks and there is a flickering around the door to the bedroom where 
Demyx is and his breath catches and he runs over and he throws open the door and he can't 


see anything in the darkness. He makes his way over to the bed by touch and he puts a hand out and he feels his 
brother's arm and his skin is warm beneath his hand and he breathes again and he lowers himself to the floor and puts his 
back to the bed and pulls his knees up to his chest and wraps his arms around them and shudders and stares at the 
window with its drapes drawn and keeps watch. 


RRR 


Demyx has his eyes open before the sun rises. He is aware of Roxas snoring softly from where he is curled up on the 
floor and he finds it surprising that he isn't surprised by it. He makes no move to wake his brother and instead watches 
the light rise in a line where the drapes don't meet exactly and stretch down the windowsill and slowly across the floor. 
There is a quiet in the air and he finds himself feeling peaceful, and yet not. There's something missing, or rather, there's 
something that isn't completed yet. He stares up at the ceiling and tries to figure out what it is. He is missing something, it 
is hovering just outside the edges of his attention. Roxas shifts on the floor but he doesn't wake. 


The door cracks open and their mother steps in and she smiles softly when she sees Roxas and she steps over him 
carefully and puts a hand to Demyx's forehead and she looks happy. 


"You're looking much better," She says and she brushes his hair back. "And you hadn't coughed this night." 


Demyx smiles at her and he could tell her that he hadn't been coughing because he hasn't taken a breath since late last 
night but he decides against it and she leaves to get ready for work and he looks up at the ceiling again and waits for her to 
leave. He sits up as soon as he hears the door close and looks over at his brother. Roxas is on his side and he has one 
arm beneath his head and the other stretched out in front of him and he is sleeping soundly even though the floor can't be 
all that comfortable. Demyx knows what it is now, what is missing, undone and unfinished, and he steps gently onto the 
floor and stands up and leans over and picks his brother up and puts him on the bed. Roxas looks worried in his sleep and 
he mutters something but Demyx ruffles his hair and the boy relaxes and Demyx smiles and he turns around and gets his 
clothes out of the dresser and walks out of the room and closes the door behind him. He goes to the bathroom and cleans 
up and gets dressed. 


He comes out of the bathroom and goes to the front door and puts his boots on and opens the door and goes out and 
closes the door behind him. He heads down the stairs slowly and listens to the sounds of the building as people are 
getting ready and heading out and waking up. Someone is frying up some eggs and someone else is making coffee and 
he can hear a clatter in the lower apartment where the young couple with their small children live and there is laughter 
inside and the shriek of a happy child. He reaches the bottom of the staircase and the main doors and he opens them and 
heads outside. He stops at the corner of the house and looks towards the gardens in back and he can see the ground out 
back is torn up by something and there is the lingering scent of smoke on the air but it is faded, like an echo. He heads on 
past the next house and there are paw prints and claw marks in the ground in front of it as well and in front of the next one 
too and he looks up and the moon has set but he can feel it anyway. He doesn't meet anyone on his way down the street 
and by the walls. There are birds singing above him as he heads out under the trees and down the path. 


He steps off of the path and into the woods and walks between the trees to where he knows the stream runs. The water is 
clear and is running smooth and he stays at the edge of the stream and looks down into it. He doesn't seem himself and 
he doesn't see the surroundings reflected but he sees the water and the water is clean and pure. He walks along the 
stream for a little way and listens to the birds in the trees and the bubble of the water around various stones and reeds. He 
reaches the place where large stones form a makeshift bridge across the stream and he steps out onto them and stops in 
the middle and closes his eyes and listens to the water. 


"SO, are you coming?" 


Demyx opens his eyes and sees that the red haired man is standing in front of him with his rifle slung over his shoulder and 
his hands in his pants pockets. His red hair is tousled and wild around his face and his eyes are glinting wickedly in the 
morning light. There are dark stains around the tattered holes in his shirt and the metal of his rifle is blackened and there 
are spots on his pants that look charred. Further behind him, half hidden in the shadows stands a man with strange blue 
hair, his dark uniform made darker in places with dirt and charring. His eyes are glowing a soft electric yellow. The air 
around the two men is charged, overloaded. There is darkness beyond them, coalescing clouds of futility and Demyx can 
see it visibly hanging around the base of the trees and reaching tendrils out towards the stream and the town beyond it. 
The stream, the stream, he can feel it now, flowing and curling and he knows what its purpose is, what his purpose is, and 
he can feel how far it curves and borders and separates the town from the wilds of the woods beyond it. 


"You've got the wrong person," Demyx says and he smiles and the red haired man barks a laugh. 


"| know that, but he isn't going to be coming, is he?" The red haired man's eyes glint dangerously and his smile is sharp. 
"| wouldn't let him," Demyx says and he thinks of his brother and he thinks of his mother and his town. 


"Of course. That's why you're here, even if you're not cut out for this," The red haired man shifts his stance and pulls his 
hands out of his pockets and the man with the glowing eyes backs a little more into the shadows and his eyes gleam. 
"So, come." 


"No," Demyx says. He smiles and the red haired man frowns and the man with the glowing eyes growls. Demyx smiles 
because he knows he is doing the right thing because the red haired man looks angry now. 


"So this is what you're giving me?" The red haired man's eyes seethe and there is a distinct smell of sulfur in the air. 


"This is what you've earned." Demyx answers although he doesn't know why those words come to mind. He still doesn't 
understand what the red haired man had wanted from him, not from that first meeting and not from that second meeting 
and not from any meeting they had. All he knows is that he can't let his brother fall to this and he can't let his mother suffer 
anymore than she already will be suffering and he can't let his town fall into the hands of the red haired man and his dog. 


The man with the glowing eyes is silent and the red haired man is looking at Demyx and his eyes are mirrors again and 
then he is sliding the rifle strap off of his shoulder and pulls the bolt and readies the rifle. 


"That's that, then," The red haired man raises the rifle and places the muzzle against Demyx's forehead and Demyx 
knows that the red haired man doesn't understand and that he isn't able to hear the water sing like Demyx does and he 
smiles and looks the red haired man straight in his mirror green eyes and the rifle discharges and the stream carries the 
pieces away. 


RRR 


There's a hyena in the woods. It prowls from shadow to shadow, hungry and searching. It has a collar, and they say the 
hand that holds the chain is the devil's itself. 


It used to come out to the town at night, they say it used to wander from home to home, searching for anyone out too late. 
It doesn't come out from the woods now, it can't cross water like it used to. 


If you go to the stream at night, that stream in the woods, they say you can see someone. He stands with his b ack 
towards the town, facing deeper into the woods. They say, as soon as you see him, he'll disappear, and if you try to look 
for him along the b anks of the stream, eventually you'll end up at the path to the town again. 


The hyena can't cross the stream now; they say the price that needed to b e paid was paid in b lood. If you go out during 
the day, they say you can see its paw prints all up and down the far side of the stream. The moon is always full in the 
woods, no matter what its phase is outside, and the hyena is always hungry. 


And when the moon is full, really full, outside the woods too? 


They say the stream runs red. 


